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Take Flight 


Author's Notes: 
another cutesy something of my OTP. 


It all started when he got the call that Black ‘N Blue was being inducted into the Oregon Music Hall of Fame. 


A huge honor, of course - with multiple upsides, one being the fact that they would play one more show with 
Tommy. It had been much too long. 


But now, Jaime was regretting his decision 


His decision to take the private flight back to LA. to pick up Tommy - not the best idea he'd had. So far, he'd 
flown from his home in LA. to Oregon, met up with the rest of Black ‘N Blue, then thought it'd be good to fly 
back to LA. on his own to get Tommy after his Kiss tour. And then fly once more back to Oregon so the 
guitarist wouldn't be alone on his flight. 


A noble move, considering Jaime was absolutely, totally, completely and utterly terrified of flying. 


He couldn't believe himself. Sitting here, alone in a plane, curled into a fetal position in a seat. There was a 
blanket tugged over his entire body, and he was having fun pretending to be asleep. There was no one to see 
him, thankfully - but that wouldn't be the case on the way back. But his lover understood his fear, and 
wouldn't judge him. Hopefully. 


Jaime couldn't wait for this flight to be over. 

Jaime had his headphones in, of course - right now he had Queen's A Night At The Opera on shuffle. This 
album always helped him fly. It was just the whole part of it being that he was alone. But Tommy had the 
cash for a private jet - and that's what Jaime was practically hitchhiking on. 

And the best part? 

Tommy didn't even know. 


The two hours spent in the air felt more like twelve hours when the plane finally touched down back in LA. 


Jaime stumbled off the jet, legs fast asleep below him. The plane took off again once Tommy was onboard - 


but he had to be around here somewhere. 


The last thing Jaime wanted to do was wander around an airport, so he took off towards the last spot Tommy 
would be before boarding: the baggage drop-off. 


It was only a few minutes of searching before he spotted his guitarist at a counter, writing something. Jaime 
leaned against a nearby pole and observed. Tommy's wavy, raven-colored hair tumbled over his shoulders as 
he shifted, what looked to be a white button up from behind and tight black jeans accenting his fit body. His 

handsomely shaped face turned after he plopped his black suitcase onto the conveyer belt, rearranging into a 


wide grin as he noticed Jaime against the pole. 


"Hey, what are you doing here?" Tommy laughed as he made his way over to Jaime. The singer met him 


halfway, pulling him into a tight hug. 
| came back again so you wouldn't be alone on your flight to Portland." 


Tommy chuckled, letting go of the hug and scooting back to a friendly distance. Once they were on the plane, 
they could quit the act. 


"That's real nice of you, Jaime. Were you okay on the flight? Wait- did you take my plane-" 


"Yep! And yep, again. Well, kind of. Take whatever answer for whatever question you like. Let's go board and get 
this over with." 


Tommy frowned at Jaime's unwillingness to answer. At least he'd be there with him this time. 

“Alright” The guitarist grudgingly agreed, following Jaime back to where they'd board. 

It was a large jet, much larger than he needed, but it was all that had been available to him for this flight. 
And Tommy refused to fly public, or even first class - no matter where he went, someone always seemed to 
know who he was. 

The seats were plush, white faux leather - Tommy found himself comfortably settled in one with Jaime lying 
across his lap. His lover's legs trailed through the other seat and his feet dangled off into the aisle. The 
guitarists hands rested on Jaime's belly as he laid his head against the pillow behind him. 

They stayed like that for a while, until it was asked for their seat belts to be put on 

Jaime reluctantly slid into the seat beside Tommy, his nerves already jumping yet again A gentle hand resting 
on his own on his knee alerted him back to Tommy beside him, who was smiling softly. He leaned in and pressed 
a light kiss to Jaime’s lips, which were abused from the amount of biting he had done to them when the planes 
took off or landed the past week. 

"Hey, you're gonna be okay." 

Jaime laughed softly, glancing up at Tommy from his lap, blonde curls spilling over his eyes. 

"| know. | love you." 


"| love you, too." 


Tommy squeezed Jaime's hand in his own once the plane left the ground, and didn't let go until they could take 
their seat belts back off. 


The sudden change in Jaime's behavior after made Tommy grin so widely he felt dumb. Jaime slipped back out 
of his seat, this time straddling Tommy's lap. He snuggled up as close as he could get to the larger man, 


burying his nose in Tommy's neck. 

"Comfy?" The guitarist chuckled, hands landing on Jaime's lower back to keep him supported up. 

Very, was the muted response. 

There were few position shifts throughout the next hour, but by the halfway mark of the flight Tommy was 
laying across the seats with Jaime flat out on top of him. He was glad the stewardess hadn't come out to see 


them like this. This was his private time with his lover - who had to become his best friend once they 
stepped off the plane. 


It wasn't fair. 

It was just how it was. 

He had loved Jaime for years. Decades. They'd been together since high school, through their time with Movie 
Star which later became Black ‘N Blue, and still now, although they weren't playing alongside each other 
anymore. What they had was special. They just regretted never becoming open about it. But even after all this 
time, he wouldn't know what to call it - they weren't married, but boyfriends.. it was more than that, 
somehow. They didn't fit the term. It was marriage without rings. Lovers. That's what they'd always called 
each other. Tommy sensed Jaime felt the same way about hiding it, though - meaning change could be in 
store. 

"| don't see you enough anymore.” 

Tommy frowned at the low tone in Jaime's voice. He sat them both up, spinning so his legs could hang off the 
chair correctly, large hands sliding easily down the singer's body and gripping his thighs. Jaime leaned into 
Tommy's chest, arms around his neck as he straddled his lover. A chaste kiss was pressed to Tommy's 
temple, so light he barely realized it had been sent to him. 

| wanna be able to hold you like this every night” 

"Then let's move in together." Tommy whispered, feelings mutual. 

"But-" 

"No buts," the guitarist scoffed "We're two old fellows in love. We can do what we want." 

Jaime laughed softly at that, tangling his fingers in Tommy's long, black hair. 

| love the way you think" 

Tommy gave a lopsided smile, pressing his lips to Jaime's for just a second. 

"So lets do it, baby. Let's move in together and do stuff real couples do-" 

"Like?" Jaime asked, snickering. 

"Like cuddle all night and wake up warm in each other's arms and make breakfast together and then | could 
treat you to lunch and maybe I'd take you shopping because | know you love to even when you don't want to 


admit it and-" 


"Hey, hey, slow down" Jaime laughed, a soft, pink blush spreading across his pasty cheeks. 


"And then finally." Tommy mumbled breathlessly, twirling Jaime's curls around his finger. 
"Finally what?" 
"Finally. Settle down and get married. We're living in a changing world, Jaime. Let's take advantage of that." 


There was a beat missing where Jaime didn't answer, and Tommy was okay with that. He knew Jaime was 


smiling broadly over his shoulder. He felt it. 

"I love you so fucking much, Tommy." 

The guitarist chuckled, pressing his lips to the back of Jaime's head for a moment. 
"I love you, too, Jaime. Always have, always will." 


The plane hit some turbulence just about then, scaring Jaime out of his wits. Tommy held him against his 
body, whispering soft words to him. 


"Fuck!" Jaime hissed, eyes wide. "Talk about bad timing." 

Tommy laughed, running his fingers up and down his lover's back under his shirt. 

"How are you feeling now that I'm here?" Tommy murmured, a small yawn escaping his lips. 

‘Its a lot better, actually. you make me feel safe wherever we are." Jaime confessed, chuckling softly. 
"lm glad." 


There was a little while where nothing was said, just little smiles and glances exchanged. Jaime almost felt 


brave enough to look out the window. Almost. 
‘lm gonna go to sleep. | haven't been able to for. a day or two." 


"Jaime!" Tommy exclaimed, laughing softly. "If you couldn't sleep, you could've called me to head up to Portland 


early. | would've come." 


"You had shows to play. Either way, it was just all of this back and forth flying. | haven't been comfortable 


enough up here to sleep yet, but now | am." 
Tommy smiled softly, kissing Jaime's forehead before nodding. 


"lll sleep too. We've still got an hour or so to go, and | gotta catch up because | couldn't get fall asleep until, 


like, three last night ." 


Jaime was already out, a light snore against Tommy's shoulder confirming this. The guitarist chuckled softly. 

"I think you're the most beautiful man in the world" He murmured, knowing Jaime could not hear him. "I think 
you're even more gorgeous asleep, somehow." His soft, brown eyes watched carefully over the sleeping man, 
guarding him from a danger that did not exist. Tommy felt the tug of exhaustion pulling at his own senses. He 
smiled a bit, closing his eyes and resting himself back against the headrest. He whispered one more time, voice 
strained from the angle. 

"I think you're the - no, scratch that," he paused, opening his eyes again. "| /know/ you're the love of my life." 
He glanced down at the man in his lap again, overwhelmed with emotion 

| want to move in together. | want to hold you every night and wake up to you every morning.” 


Jaime, apparently sound asleep, did not reply. 


‘| want to marry you. | want to look at you every day and think, ‘that's my husband’. | want to feel your ring 


against my fingers when we hold hands, and you'll feel mine." 
Tommy was just speaking aloud now, to Jaime but not really at him. 


| want to settle down together. For real. Maybe we could adopt - a little girl would be nice. Or, maybe just, a 


dog. 
Tommy laughed softly to himself as he remembered a past conversation He held on tightly to the memory. 

"I know you said you'd only ever have kids with the person who was truly your soulmate. | think- | think we're 
at that level by now. It's only been, like, thirty years or more. But, yeah. I've always liked the idea of having a 
daughter - and we could live in a snug little two-floor house somewhere in the suburbs, maybe New York, 
because l'd want her to grow up in a place with all four seasons-" 

"I know. you have plans. We have plans. Let's talk about them later, though. Let me sleep." 

Jaime's tired voice snickered playfully in his ear, sending Tommy's cheeks burning. 


"| didn't know you were awake." 


‘Obviously. Now, you said you needed sleep. And you also said you wanted to hold me every night. Well, here 
you go." 


Jaime's sarcasm was evidently coming from lack of sleep. Tommy was only amused by it, though, and pressed 


a playful kiss to his lover's forehead. 


"| love you." 
‘| love you, too, future husband" Jaime grumbled, hiding the broad smile parting his lips in Tommy's chest. 
Tommy bit his lip softly, speaking before Jaime slipped off for real. 


"| gotta start looking at rings." 


